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for generations. The only group of people who have. . . .
But to-day. . . .
§
It is curious—it is depressing to think that I shall probably
never again see Siena . . . because a relatively Northern
nation has decided to purge of the peculiar institution
called slavery a nation living to the South of it. We have
had no news on the boat and that is the news that reaches
us here. It would apparently be dangerous for me to go
even to San Remo where my uncle came out of the bath-
room looking like a Moor, though from here I can see it
at the bottom of that purple cliff.
Stupid. Stupid, Stupid. . . . And think of the endless
reverberations of tragedy that will go on all over the world
. . , when Africa takes her next revenge on humanity.
She will. And generations yet unborn will be gassed. . * .
And more generations and more beyond them. . . .
It won't pay. . . . Anybody. Ever.
§
I put that last reflection in for the sake of us Nordics. We
have been made, apparently, middling honest by the reflec-
tion that honesty pays. We may divest ourselves of other
of our vices if we can be assured of the fact that War does
not.
And that all our virtue-vices are not profitable any more.
Not courage; not endurance; not the pioneering spirit;
not thrift. The only thing that could pay us would be for
all of us to crowd into this Principality and spend our time
for years over the green cloth. . , „ The only thing that
could save us is degeneracy. We must become lazy, shiftless,
languid, disloyal, cowardly, txnadventurous, undisciplined.
Our virtue-vices are all devoted to training us for acqui-
sition* . . . Self-help they used to call it in Victoria's
spacious days, It was considered virtuous then to tob—
deprive—your fellows. And all our training, all our idealism,
since then has been devoted to making us more deft at
robbing our fellows. For do not forget that every penny

